"Very good" Nox said, a triumphant smile on her face "wise choice boy" she bent down, her fangs barely brushing the boy's neck when a shadow appeared behind her. Even though she could not see it, she could read from the aurora who it was "Alexander" she turned and faced the man "my ungrateful son".

"I am no son of yours!" he barked at her "My name is Alex, and just because I came from your womb does NOT make you my mother!  Nor does it make Micheal my father!  I was raised as a human, hidden amoungst them all the millenia I have existed and I shall die as one!" he shaped the shadows into twin katanas, which he called Death and Sleep, each of them gaining a solid form.  Sleep was colored a brilliant white while Death was obsidieon, each of them having an engraving on them.

The white katana was of heavenly decent, the engraving in gold letters read "Rise and Rise Again, Until Lambs Become Lions".  The blade glittered in the blue moonlight that Wolf Mother had created, draining it of the blue coloring and absorbing it into itself, making the blade glow.

The black blade had a very strong demonic sense to it, most definately the same one as Nox had.  The gold lettering on this one said "Created From Dust Man Was, So Shall He Return".

Lance looked up at the man, wearing what seemed to be street clothes: a light jacket with faded blue jeans and sneakers. "Lady, who is this?" he hid behind her, his new mother trying to protect him.

"He's nobody" her milky eyes stared straight into his sould "Just as he's always has been" she smiled mockingly at Alex "and always will be" she pushed the child aside with "Don't get in the way, child" then, her true form showed itself: a giant ugly humaniod vampire bat creature.  The leathery wings sprouted from her arms, her hands curving inwards for claws.

Alex shredded off his clothes to reaveal light weight armour, made completely from shadow and solidifying for a protective barrier "Bring it on, Queen of the Succubi!"

Meanwhile, in the resort Richard was trying to patch things up with his wife, who had just learned he had an affair with another woman.  She had taken their son and declared her wishes for a divorce.  She had also locked him out of their room.  He was softly knocking on the door "Vicky...please let me in...can we talk about this?"

She was sitting on the other side of the door, softly crying to herself "There is nothing to talk about, Ricky."

"There's plenty to talk about-!" she had pulled him inside the room and flung him to the floor.

"You wanna talk, let's talk!" she sat on top of him, a dagger to his throat "How was she in bed?!"

"I-I don't remember!  I was drunk as Hell!"

"You need some persuading I see" she softly dragged the dagger to his family jewels "How was she?"

"L-l-like I said!  I was drunk and I thought she was you!  When I woke up the next morning she was so ugly I wanted to gnaw off my own arm just to get away!"

She drew the dagger away from his gonads and straddled him "Who was it?"

"I don't know!  Some random chick that looked just like you!"

Her face suddenly grew serious and asked "When did that happen?!" when he didn't answer right away, she grabbed him by the collar and choked him "WHEN?!"

"Last week!" he managed to shout out before his wife bolted out to the door and slammed it behind her.

"Victoria!" he grabbed her arm, pulling her back "What in the world is going on?!"

"The only one with the power to change her appearance at will...the demon god of the night Nox!  She tricked you, and she will pay dearly!"

George had locked himself in the bathroom, being pissed beyond pissed at his father.  He had heard the shouting in the bathroom, but not exact words; only bits and pieces.  He then heard the door slam and both parents go behind it.  Feeling it was safe to come out and gather his things.  It was then that he saw a woman that had the smell of dog on her, her face was hidden by a cloak.  "Hello there young man!" she greeted him, and bowed down, her long grey hair almost touching the floor.

"Who are you?!" he said, taking out a knife from his mother's suitcase.

The woman laughed, sounding like an old woman "As if an untrained thing like you could take on me, even in my weakened state" she uncloaked her face, withered with age as she went on "I have had many names in many languages, but your language has designated me as 'Wolf Mother'" the bottom of the cloak she wore was stained with the dried blood of Romulus, the former King of Werewolves.

"Weakened state?"

"You see, child, I need an heir to the throne to stay my youthful appearance.  As of now, that spot is open and if I don't fill it soon, I shall wither and die" she extended her hand, to which George instintively kissed it.

"And I assume you wish for ME to be that heir?"

"You assume correctly" she smiled at him.

"If I refuse?" he said, backing away.

"Then I shall rip your younger sibling from your mother's womb" her eyes glowed a deep amber color, her fangs showing for the first time.

He had to stop and think about what she just said "Mom's...pregnant?" he looked down, going through the events of the past few days; unable to come to the conclusion that his mother was indeed with child.

"It was concieved a few days ago, I doubt that even she or your father knows about it" she drew in closer to his face "I could smell it on her...that is why when werewolves hunt we never kill a pregnant human or animal...but in this case I am willing to make an exception" she growled at him, his decision becoming clear to him.

When the blue moon returned to normal, Penny and Ronald had spat out the wolfbaine and were now in control of themselves.  Jenny and Gerald on the other hand only grew even more blood thristy.  They were clawing at the bathroom door, the mixture of boiled holy water and garlic having no more effect on the children.  Lee Kanker glared at her husband with bloodshot eyes, tired from crying her eyes out for all this time.

Eddy looked down to the floor, ashamed of his thought of forcing Lee to get an abortion with Lance. He couldnt think of anything to say to his wife, and there was nothing TO say.  His big frame feeling an inch tall, he hugged his beloved tightly and started to cry; something he rarely did.  "Do ya remember what I did when I came to in the hospital after Lance was born?"

"Yeah" she sniffled "Ya held him gently and cried like a wuss...ya were scared you'd break him or somethin'!" she laughed for the first time since his sin had come to light.

"It was then when I shamed myself for even thinking such a horrible thought" he twirled his thumb and pointer finger in Lee's red curls, a habit that he did to show her he loved every bit about her.

Marie and Double Dee were busy tending to Penny, who was exhausted from her werewolf ordeal.  They cradled her in between them in her bed, wishing that Jenny could be there as well.  "Eddward?"

"Yes, Darling?"

"Is what Lucielle-no" she thought a moment and said "Cybele said about you not wanting to go to the pregnancy appointments true?"

He thought long and hard about his answer "Sort of...I kind of knew that we were expecting twins...and I do not like being told what I already know..."

"So...it's not cause you didn't care about the girls?"

"Not at all, Turtle Dove" he chuckled "I think that old habits tend to die hard.  As a young man, I always was trying to find new things to be found, but when that thing was aquired, I did not want it any longer" he remembered the All Hallows Eve incident when he found out he would have to die in order for things to be made right again.

Marie smiled at him and said "I knew you'd say something like that~" they both leaned over and kissed each other.

Danielle sniffed the air surrounding the resort and came to this conclusion "They both are here, Nox and Wolf Mother.  They are trying to recruit the two human boys for their own sides" her fists clenched, knowing that this was in a very large part her fault.  If she had not allowed rage and revenge to cloud her judgement all those years ago, she would still have her purebred werewolf children.

Dublin looked over to her and put a hand on her shoulder "It's not ALL your fault...I felt the same way when Angela died.  I found out later that her betrothed killed her and made it look like she killed herself.  I tracked his scent, but when I found him he was already dead and buried" his hand moved to his belt and said "Well, lets go kick some ass!  They haven't gotten a load of MY new arsenal yet!" he pulled the belt off and dropped his trenchcoat to reveal several sharp items that can be thrown.

"Very impressive!" Cybele laughed "And I assume you created all of them yourself, following werewolf traditions?"

"You bet your ass, kid!" he said to which Danielle slapped him "Ow!  What was that for?!"

"You are speaking to the mother of all creation!  Show some respect!" she scolded her pup.

The man laughed and said "Just like the good ol' days, right?"

Cybele nodded and said "I highly suggest that you do...how do the humans say it...'less yappin' and more action'.  The humans are not going to save themselves, you know" she waved them off, only the leaders of the group taking off while the lesser vampires and werewolves stayed behind to protect the little girl.

While the werewolves were running and jumping off the roofs of the buildings, Dublin quickly explained what the various weapons were "These are called stiletto blades, kinda like daggers; but they are cut so that they are more aerodynamic.  See how they have no hilt?" he tossed her one and she examined it "This one is a shuriken or a ninja star and a kunai knife.  The little circles allow the thrower to gain momentum by spinning them on their finger."

"Dublin these are ingenious!" Danielle laughed, tossing the weapons back to him "It seems your teacher gave you great pointers when it comes to combat!"

"Yes, he was" Dublin glanced over at her "I was deeply saddened when I heard of Claude's passing" he laid a hand over hers and said "he was one of the best fighters I have ever met".

She smiled and said "Yes...that is why I chose to change him and make him my mate" she blushed at the memory and forgot completely about Chazz.

"But what I don't get is HOW he got so sick and attacked in the daytime..."

"He had a parasite in his brain that caused him to go mad" she wrinkled her nose "When I sifted through the remains I found the bug and crushed it."

They stopped when they saw the being and Nox's true form doing battle, with the unknown male doing poorly.  They could tell that he was not human, yet neither vampire or werewolf.  "Let's see how this plays out...split up and find the boys but keep an ear on the battle here..." they pressed their forearms together: a sign of two warriors showing respect to one another.

Alex was almost at his limit, fighting one of the sources of his power was tiring, his armour shattered in places, bits of both his blades scattered on the rooftop.  Normally, he could just shadow-bend them back to their normal state, but his mother was siphening his power.  He had obtained his dark, demonic power from his mother's side and she could take his power and make it her own.  The bat's blind gaze fixed on him, sending out screeching noises as she dangled him above the ground.  "Don't think that I can't kill you!  I am stronger, faster, smarter and more capable of leading my species than you are!  The source is always the most powerful thing in a pack!"

He focused all his shadow bending to his fingernails, the tip sharpening to fine points.  "Then I shall make do with what I have!" he extended his arms, making slashing gestures at her ears.  She let out a screech of pain, falling from the sky and slamming into the roof, causing it to crack with a crater the size and shape of her bottom.  He too began to fall, but without his mother being able to siphen his power, he created wings for himself that allowed him to flutter to the boy Lance.  "Are you unharmed, kiddo?"

"I-I think so..."

"Please enlighten me as to why you wanted to become a vampire" he led the boy to the resort's resturant for some coffee.

"Well..." the kid explained his situation to the man named Alex, not caring if all this was real or make believe.

"I see..." Alex said, making quick work of the scrambled eggs and bacon on his plate "The thing you must understand about the forces of darkness is that they will sugarcoat everything to obtain what they desire.  Your human parents love you no matter what.  Otherwise why would they make you in the first place?" he winked at him-like an older brother would wink at a younger brother after giving him advice on girls.

"I get it!" Lance smiled as his waffles stared back at him, half eaten with the whipped cream taken off.

Dublin and Danielle smiled at each other, her saying "Looks like this guy's on our side" she admired his creativity in battle, even envied him a little.

"I am not totally sure he's on our side, to say precisely" he said, but he sent Nox crying home to Mommy after he cut off one of her ears!"

"That was smart of him to do!  Seeing as how she uses echo-location to see, the loss of an ear cuts her field of vison in half!  Now all that's left to find is Wolf Mother and send her running too!"

"Looking for little old me?" said Wolf Mother from behind, both of the werewolves spinning around and tensing.

"What are you doing here?!" Dublin growled, then his heart stopped when he saw the older boy by her side.

"I would like you to meet your new King, George" she gently pushed the boy forward, a fresh werewolf bite on his forearm.